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AND  I  saw  under  the  altar  the  souls  of  them 
that  were  slain  for  the  word  of  God  and 
the  testimony  which  they  held.  And  they  cried 
with  a  loud  voice,  saying  :  How  long,  O  Lord 
(Holy  and  True)  dost  Thou  not  judge  and  avenge 
our  blood  on  them  that  dwell  on  the  earth  ?  .  .  . 
And  it  was  said  to  them  that  they  should  rest 
for  a  little  time  till  their  fellow-servants  and 
their  brethren,  who  are  to  be  slain  even  as  they, 
should  be  filled  up.— Apocalypse,  VI. 


SONGS  &  SATIRES 


For  Good  Men  in  Duress 

CAPTIVES  of  Babylon,  for  your  comfort  hear 
The  doom  of  Babylon,  for  that  doom  draws  nigh  : 
Hear  how  the  Eagle  heard,  as  he  soared  high, 
This  martyr-cry,  through  cleaving  Heavens,  ring 

clear — 

'  By  these  our  woes,  Holy  and  True,  how  long 
Till  Thou  avenge  us  on  Babylon  the  vile  ?' 
And  hear  the  answer  :—  '  Yet  a  little  while  : 
Needs  still  a  few  to  fill  your  hero-throng.' 

Captives  of  Babylon,  Babylon's  doom  but  stays 
Till  her  oppression  crown  a  final  few  : 
What  glory  theirs  ! — what  glory  were  they  you ! 
Exult ! — not   vain    your   woes  :    they   fill   her 

shame ; 

They  haste  her  doom.    And  now,  ere  many  days 
On  her  the  Apocalyptic  wrath  shall  flame. 


Dublin-to-be 

[On  first  reading  Symonds'  Renaissance  in  Italy.} 

Once  upon  a  rainy  day 
Through  dingy  streets  I  made  my  way, 
When  suddenly  a  sunny  beam 
Made  crumbling  houses  golden  seem 
And  set  the  river  red  as  blood 
'Neath  busy  bridges :  in  the  jlood 
Of  tempestuous  Heaven's  light 
I  suddenly  saw  Dublin  right ! 

Instantly  I  seemed  to  be 
Translated  into  Italy- 
There  saw  Dante  wait  to  greet 
Beatrice  in  Firenze's  street; 
Saw  old  Petrarch  standing  on  it 
Deep  in  the  making  of  a  sonnet ; 
Musing  went  Boccaccio 
Muttering  his  "  ho  he  to  "; 
Capulet  and  Montague 
Walked  in  mournful  friendship  new; 
10 


DUBUN-TO-BE  11 

And,  in-armed,  commercing  thus 
Galileo,  Copernicus, 
And  the  mystic  robe  of  John 
Bound  Savonarola  shone. 

For  this  was  in  the  vernal  days 

Of  the  waking  world's  amaze, 

When  the  poets  with  a  rhyme 

Conjured  back  the  ancient  time  — 

Snared  bright  Pallas  Athenee 

In  a  mesh  of  grammarie; 

And  men's  bitterest  contest 

Was — who  should  honour  learning  best, 

So  shall  Dublin  be  some  day 
'Neath  the  proud  Republic's  sway. 


CAUtlRACll    Loquitur 

i. 
tli 


'fAri 

le  l6CfVAnn.Ait>  cAtA  — 
AS  5tUAif6A6c  tAp  conn^ib 
50  tiuAit»t\e^(i  te 
te  pi  on,  te 


ii. 


corn 

le  t)AT)  -pA-OA 
te  LAmp,Ai  -A 
50 
in  50 
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I.OQUITUR  13 

in. 


*Oo 

im 
if 
50  Upeicpinn 


xXf  AD      xMpcin  50 
An  c-^tVAC  TDO 


IV. 

,  tA|\  f^ 
50  cAtAi|\  n 
'Do  tfiAltpAinn  50 


50  tonnt)Ain 
50  hAtt)Ain  n 
A'f  -AttxMte  50 
50  epic  ^r  A 


To  the  Spirit  of  Romance— I. 

You  are  not  found  among  the  fair  that  stand 
About  the  throne  of  him  whose  warriors  ride 
Victoriously,  through  Empire,  far  and  wider 
His  golden  banner  lifted  in  the  hand; 
Nor  serve  you  her  who  rules  the  silvern  land, 
Whose  sad  voice  lifts  men's  hearts  on  passion's 

tide, 

By  whose  pale  beauty  frenzied,  there  has  died 
In  futile  battle,  many  a  patriot  band  : 

But  in  the  calm  republic  of  the  stars, 
That  hardly  heard  the  echo  of  these  wars, 
You  first  drew  breath,  and  there  untamed  you 

roam— 

'Twixt  dark  and  dawn,  and  over  vale  and  steep 
On  the  Horse  Invisible  of  the  hills  you  sweep 
Past  silent  palace  and  by  sleeping  home. 
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To  the  Spirit  of  Romance — II.x 

THROUGH  lacing  leaves,  the  jewels  of  the  sky 
Poured  down  sweet  influence  on  your  mossy  bed. 
And  thither  ghosts  of  many  a  queen  long  dead 
To  bless  your  birth  did  through  the  forest  hie  : 
First  brown-eyed  Deirdre  gave  her  manner  shy 
(For  whom  that  loyal  league  to  exile  fled) 
And  she  for  whom  the  Argive  fleet  was  sped 
Her  sanguine  gem  did  on  your  bosom  tie. 

Morgan  le  Fay,  the  mocker,  who  alone 
Laughed  brave  defiance  to  the  Arthurian  throne,. 
Did  with  her  darkling  magic  you  endow; 
But  lastly  came  the  blessed  Beatrice 
To  dower  you  with  secret  words  of  peace 
And  make  the  sacred  signet  on  your  brow. 
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To  the  Spirit  of  Romance — III. 

THE  proud  knight-errant  may  not  hear  your  song 
Nor  by  the  impassioned  pleader  are  you  seen; 
You  only  come  to  those  of  mind  serene 
In  innocence,  or  purged  with  suffered  wrong. 
Sometimes  when  friends  are  false  and  hope  is 

weak, 

Disconsolate  beside  my  fire  I  brood, 
You  tell  me  glamorous  tales  of  times  when  good 
Was  unbetrayed  :  thus  once  against  my  cheek 

Your  crisp  hair  brushed,  and  once,  as  morning 

gleamed, 

I  saw  you  stand  on  Ulaidh's  mountain  lios 
"Where  heroes  swore  the  oath  yet  unredeemed, 
And  as  I  knelt,  you  girt  me  for  the  fight 
And  whispered  to  me  I  should  be  your  knight, 
And  bending,  touched  my  forehead  with  your 

kiss. 
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A  Prayer 

MY  father  in  his  youth  of  Freedom  dreamed 
And  thrilled  with  hope  that  he  might  live  to  see 
That  age-sought  Irish  liberty  which  seemed 
Not  all-remote.    But  he 

Grew  old,  despairing.    Freedom  still  delayed 
And    Ireland's    night   was   darkest  when   he 

died, — 

But  I  have  seen  the  thing  for  which  he  prayed 
At  hand  :  for  I  have  eyed 

The  flag  of  the  Republic  in  the  air. 
God  grant,  my  son — when  I  shall  end  my  days- 
Shall  not  in  turn  behold  a  sire's  despair 
While  freedom  still  delays. 
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no 

"  Quand  vous  serez  bi*n  vieille  —  " 


A  tieAf  cu  AOfCA,  coif  TIA  cement),  A 

foluf  r»A  j;coinne.Al, 
Cuirhnij  ^f  1lonf  Afo  if  AbAip  —  -Ag  gAttAit  50  oAOirh  mo 
ceoit  : 

mo 


m'Ainm,  51*  cuiffeAC  ix\t) 


"oo  curhAtA  c^oine  Ag  eifce^cc  te  po|\mAT) 
50  poiU, 

AnpAit)  tiA  OAilini  CAC,    "  n^c    AOitunn  t)uic  AH 
fceot, 
ctu  gxi  DUAHU  'f^  c-f  AOgAt  1  tro^ncA  A  rhAifpeAf  50 
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nons.dn'o  uo  ctiAti  19 


tlonpAfvo,  Jf  A  ^01115  ifexvo  A  ttexvo  1  mo 
trno    fCAit    PA    fCAile    r\A    miopcAil  1   gciumeAf 

•ouifeACc  50  T»eo  : 
1f   -Annfm    b^t)    t|\u^$   te^c  mo  gt1^*   (A5t1f  cufA  it)' 

5  An   t)fig) 

Ag  f^  fe^Cc  leAC  T>O  CtMiA-bAf  if 
lem 


0 

An 

tiom  mt)iu  £j\iT)  -An 
f  A 


A  Ballad  of  the  Red  Hand 

THE  Bed  Right  Hand  of  Ulster  is  Ireland's  own 

Right  Hand  : 
Of  old  it  ruled  her  council-board,  it  bore  her 

battle-brand ; 
With  "the  Red  Right  Hand  to  Victory,"— when 

Ulster's  war-cry  rang, 
The  Palesmen  crouched  in  Dublin,  but  Ireland 

laughed  and  sang. 

What  reddened  Ulster's  Red  Right  Hand  but 

the  blood  of  Ireland's  foes  ? 
For  aye  it  held  the  danger  gap  when  the  men  of 

Ireland  rose  : 
And  the  Queen's  men  and  the  waverers,  and  the 

brave  men  of  the  mouth, 
They  trembled,  but  they  followed,  when  Hugh 

O'Neill  went  South. 

When  Ulster's  battle-cry  rang  out :  "The  Red 

Right  Hand  A  bu !" 
The  English  armies  shook  and  broke  and  let  the 

victor  through  : 
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Before  that  wrathful  emblem  the  foes  of  freedom 

fled, 
But   gaily   followed    Ireland's    friends   where 

Ulster's  banner  led. 

And  can  it  be — or  shall  it  be — that  Ireland's 

strong  right  hand— 
The  hand  of  Ulster — shall  be  struck  to  earth  by 

traitor's  brand  ? 
And  the  Red  Hand  still  be  Ulster's  sign  that 

thence  it  may  be  seen 
How   bloodily   they   tore    it    from    our    Lady 

Cathaleen ! 


tluA-6 

H6it)Ci5"fU)tfiAinn 

^t)  -ftUAl  ^oiril  Pionn  1H.AC  CuttiAitt — 
CIA  '•CA  cugAinn  &tc  An  c-At*Mf  0 


St.  Brigid's  Day 

A  Bhrigit,  scar  os  nto  chionn 
Do  bhrat  fionn  dont  anacul. 

— MOLLING  NAOMHTHA, 

Now  is  the  Feast  of  Bride, — and,  Bride,  thus  do 

I  see  thee  : 
Winter  dies  at  thy  feet,  the  Winter  of  pagan 

days; 

The  pagan  Brigit  goes  by ;  the  sorrows  of  dark- 
ness flee  thee, 

And  with  thee  comes  the  Queen  whom  wheel- 
ing heavens  praise. 

Dark  was  the  Winter  and  dire  :  but  now  grey 

skies  are  rifted, 
With  light  of  the  longer  days,  with  the  winds 

of  Spring  swept  clear; 
Leaps  the  blood  and  the  bonds  that  bound  the 

land  are  lifted ; 

Gladly   the   world   awakes   and   waits    the 
welcome  year. 
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ST.   BRIGID'S  DAY  23 

Pray   for   us,    Bride,    to-day,    0    Bringer    of 

Spring  to  Eire, 
That  this  year  of  years  may  bring  the  Summer 

we  long  to  hail, 
And  a  ransomed  land  at  last  lift  freedom's  fruits 

to  Mary- 
Pray  for  thy  people  thus,  to-day,  0  Mary  of 
the  Gael. 


iA  j?eile. 

6  boCc  mo 
Hi  •6unjMt>  •oopur  50  "oeo  A^ 


Soitt)i|\  foineAnncA  Gx^AC  tiA  ti-Oije 
[t)lAt  Ap  An  tAlAm,  t)tAf  x*p  an  5^01  1] 
t)iot)    ^5Ainn  5|\e^nn  Aguf  g^ife  350 
tion  An  COJMI,  50  n-ot^m 


ttlo  t^u-Ag  n^C  mAi^pit)  x\n  c-G^jAjrAC  fo 
n   Oige  mAf  CAitce^f\  ^n  pio 


fin  —  ni 


tion   An   copn  :  x\'f 
t:eite^rfl  'TAr[  oniCe  te  btntle 
cuittun  AfTf  linn  bmne^f  nA 
pnn   buit)e  T)on 
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A1St1t15    1    StlAIT)    til     CtlOtlAHU 


n.A 

Horn  pem  ,Atn' 
Oifin,  fc6AlCA  pmn 
ftnti,Aine.At>  Af  tmn  n^  Uiog  — 


T1u.Aif\  -oo  rhAif\   ponn  if  An  £i.Atin 
tD'e  ceot  A  rniAti,  b'otc  teo 


50 
if  Cf\u^s  s^n  MX)  beo  ! 


'S  -o'ltntij  UAitn  te  teitn  if  tut  ; 
me  50 


5-An  -out  'r\A  topj;  fe  tno  CAOI 
"Oe  Cionn  mo  c|\oit)e  beit  po-tAg  — 
TTlA|\  Ctuxl^f  50  tu^fvo  fAn  Aep 
An  T)6pT)  feinn'  6n  c-ftu\b  i  bp  AT>. 
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The   Poor  Knight 

COUNT  me  a  candidate 

For  your  esteem, 
And  I  no  errantry 

O'er  hard  will  deem. 

Bich  homage  yours  to-day 
From  lords  of  lands— 

I  linger  noteless  here 
With  empty  hands; 

Yet  dare  I  front  your  gaze 

Because,  of  you 
No  homage  worthy  is 

Save  service  true  : 

Your  kind  eyes  make  of  this 

A  golden  hoard, 
They  strengthen,  too,  the  grasp 
On  questing  sword— 
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THE   POOR   KNIGHT  27 


So  as  I,  giftless,  bend 
Above  your  hand 

This  is  the  parting  boon 
I  do  demand  : 

Give  me  this  earnest  of 

My  secret  dream- 
Count  me  a  candidate 
For  your  esteem. 


To  a  Castle  Catholic 

'  I  do  not  like  this  task' — I  hear  you  say— 
'  But  since  it  happens  that  it  must  be  done 
It  must  be  done  by  someone.     If  that  one 
Be  some  sour  heretic,  then  all  the  pat/ 
Will  jmss  to  heretic  hands,  and  so  we  miss 
The  only  benefit  that  we  might  gain. 
I'll  take  the  contract.' — Thus  do  you  explain 
Your  treachery.  And  like  an  echoing  hiss 

I  hear  a  voice  that  says  :  l  It  is  decreed 
That  Christ  my  Master  be  betrayed  to  die. 
(To  strive  against  the  prophecies  were  vain). 
Why  should  not,  then,  as  true  believer,  I 
And  not  some  undeserving  stranger,  gain 
The  thirty  shillings  offered  for  the  deed?' 


2S 


~T)OIIA  Si5ejifon  x>o  cum  'JM  UeAftlA  :  mAipe  tlic 
,  beAti  AO-OA  t>e  btACAtn,  -D' 


I. 

t)ut)   m-Ait  liom   tMij-oiuin 
t)ut>  tfiAit  Uom  fAijTiiuip  te  CIAOIT)  Ay.  mo  fon  ; 

1HxitMe,  A$  tTl^tMe, 
long. 


n. 
t)ut>  itixMt  tiotn  b^c  se^t,  t>|VAC  ge^t, 

rhAit  tiotn  bfAC  geAt  A|\  jrotAtfixMn  50 


mop  Ag  5recchen)  5° 


III. 
t)tn'j  tiiAit  tiom  long  004 

'j  ni<Mt  liom  long  min  A'?  i  p^  U\n-cfeol  ; 
tong  mop  ^5  Se^mln,  long  $A-OA,  long 
tK\m  fe  mo  long  be*\5,  ^n  fp^ilpin   l^n  t)e  meoin. 
29 


30  AilleAin  c1iAiclin 

IV. 

t)ut)  rhAit  Horn  pingm,  pingm,  pmgin, 
t)uT>  tfiAit  tiom  piDgin  A'f  i  mo  pingm  f.em  ; 
Antifin  T>O  t6$-pAinn  ce^c  rn6^,  ce^C  tn^it, 

T>O   tCspAinn  ce^c  mop  50  bpeAg  50 


v. 
"oo  goiT)  Se^ti  mo  pingm,  mo  pmgm,  mo 

fe  mo  bp^c  geAt  <>p  polAm^i 
Annpin  bi  mo  long  tJeAg,  mo  long  min 

fe  mo  fxMjTDiuip  t)O  t^oit)  -Af  n6f  tix\ 


VI. 

"oom,  'TIA  LAO6  T)om,  D 

•oom, 

fCoc^C  f  Annexe  Se^min,  fc6c-AC  CfAOf  AC  e  ; 
buAiteAfin  fe  nA  gA^fuif,  tiA  gioffAig,  nA 
goi-oeAnn  fe  A  n-AilteAin  ;  riAC  AH-T)fO(ioeAfAC  e? 


ctiAiclin 

VII. 


3j 


nuAi|\  A  bei-6  re  btiAUce,  bu-Aitce  ^'f  buAilce, 
tl«Aif\  A  belt)  f  e  buAilce  if  xigAm  beit)  xxn  fiot  ; 

$eotixMt>  me  mo  pingm,  mo  pingm,  mo  pmgm  — 
ct\ot^i-6  me  mo  t>|\^c  jUf  50  tMfvo  50  Un  ' 


(Translation  faMished  by  kind  permission,  of 
Mr.  dement  Shorter.) 


ctnmnne  is  ceot. 


Clummm 
Ctmnmm 
Ctuinmm  c^vo  AH 
5«t  mo  gp^"0^  ^ 
A'f  finn  Ajt  pin  ^ 
1 


0!  — 


ff  uc, 


,  gut  — 
Atrip  AIM 
o^n  A'  Cnuic, 
i  gcein  — 


nx\ceAt)Ai 
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On  Freedom's  Eve 

WHEN  comes  the  Revolution  and  the  world 
Storms  the  Bastille  that  holds  its  hopes  in 
thrall, 

When  States  like  tumbled  walls  are  overhurled, 
Then  loudly  Freedom's  call 

Shall  summon  men  with  streaming  eyes  to  pray 
For  those  who  died  before  the  dawn, — the  dead 

Who  won  for  us,  but  never  saw,  the  day ; 
And  it  shall  then  be  said  : 

In  all  your  orisons  remember  Pearse 

(That  dreamed  and  did),  Connolly,  Mitchel, 

Tone, 

Gentle  O'Leary,  O'Donovan  the  fierce, 
Emmet,  who  died  alone,— 

32 


ON  FREEDOM'S  EVE  33 

Liebknecht  who  fell  ere  German  freedom  rose, 
Shelley  and  pitying  Marx  and  gallant  Paine. 

But  highest  honour  shall  we  yield  to  those 
For  whom  we'll  rear  a  fane 

Where  ceaseless  incense  to  the  Crucified 

Shall  smoke  and  ceaseless  Offices  be  prayed— 

For  those,  the  humble  and  the  nameless  ones,  who 

died 
Upon  the  barricade. 


PERSONAL  PARODIES 

[i.] 
Mr.  Richard  Rowley,  Sick,  Loquitur 

THE  crash  of  a  thousand  hammers, 

The  whirl  of  thousand  looms, 
The  gas-engine's  stutters  and  stammers, 

The  suction-plant's  hangings  and  booms, 

The  creaking  and  clatter  of  derricks, 
With  the  shrieking  of  syrens  in  tune — 

Are  as  sweet  as  a  lyric  of  Herrick's    .    . 
But  a  minute's  peace  would  be  a  boon. 

En.] 
A  Homestead  Tea 

GEORGE  RUSSELL  (A.  E.) 

Once  took  a  fairy  to  tea  : 

But  he  talked  so  much  about  Basic  Slag 

That  the  conversation  began  to  flag. 
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[III.] 
Inaugural  Ode 

[Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling  is  to  be  one  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Order  of  the  British  Empire.  —  Daily  Paper.] 

I  AIN'T  no  "  thin  red  'ero," 
And  I  ain't  no  fighting  toff; 

I  ain't  no  'Aig  or  Jellicoe, 
Nor  yet  no  Brusiloff  ; 

I  ain't  no  Count  of  'Oly  Rome, 
No  Marquis,  Earl,  or  Dook; 

I  ain't  named  after  Mike  and  George, 
Nor  Matthew,  Mark,  and  Luke— 


no  Knight  of  coves  like  them  ; 
I  don't  command  no  Barf, 
But  I'm  a  Knight  of  the  Hempire— 
That's  wot  I  am,  not  'arf  . 

[IV.] 

Descriptive 

SAID  Jacques  :  '  '  There  was  very  dull  fare  in 
The  proceedings  of  Dail  Eireann; 
With  a  dance  and  a  spicy  song 
It  wouldn't  have  seemed  so  long." 

35 


[v.] 

The  House  with  the  Greasy  Windows 

[A  NOVEI,   BY  BRINSIrEY    MCNAMARA] 


CHAPTER    CXXXVIII. 

HE  walked  slowly  down  the  road.  A  mangy 
dog  got  in  his  way.  He  kicked  it.  He  wondered 
why.  .  .  .  And  now  it  had  gone.  He  remem- 
bered that  it  yelped  as  if  with  pain.  He  had 
not  noticed  things  very  clearly  since  his  wife 
ran  away.  Why  had  she  gone  ?  Perhaps  it  was 
to  catch  a  train.  She  preferred  a  train  to  him. 
.  .  .  Or  was  it  really  his  wife?  Was  it  all 
a  dream  ?  Anyhow,  it  did  not  matter  now.  He 
would  go  to  the  Post  Office  and  send  a  wire. 
.  .  .  The  postman  coming  out  had  chilbains 
and  snivelled  when  he  talked.  The  girl  behind 
the  counter  had  inky  fingers.  The  blotting- 
paper  was  covered  with  ink.  There  were  many 
notices  on  the  wall.  Most  of  them  were  frayed 
and  out-of-date.  No,  he  would  not  send  a  tele- 
gram after  all.  Sometimes  he  thought  he  would 
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be  an  author  and  describe  the  life  of  Bally- 
misery.  But  was  it  worth  while?  Ink  always 
made  blots,  and  the  roads  were  dirty.  What 
was  the  good  of  anything  ?  He  had  walked  this 
way  every  day  for  the  past  ninety  years,  and 
things  were  just  the  same  as  when  he  first  came 
to  the  village.  A  little  shabbier  perhaps.  .  .  . 
Drabber  .  .  .  dirtier.  The  time  had  come 
to  make  a  change.  He  found  his  revolver.  It 
was  rusty,  and  the  magazine  moved  stiffly.  But 
at  last  he  found  a  cartridge.  He  blew  out  his 
brains. 

He  felt  better  then. 

THE  END. 

[vi.] 

Lest  Any  Err 
SAID  Mr.  Gaynor  : 
'  I  am  not  a  Sinn  Fe"iner 
I  wish  to  state  that  here 
Though  I  thought  I  had  made  it  clear." 


[VII.] 

Peter  McBrien 
Reviews  the  "  Jail  Journal " 

WE  have  received  a  copy  of  an  amateurish  work 
in  imitation  of  Carlyle,  by  an  author  of  whom 
we  have  not  previously  heard.  We  regret  we 
cannot  compliment  him  on  his  performance, 
which  is  lacking  in  originality  and  the  tantaene 
coelestibus  irae  of  true  literature.  He  has 
written  his  experiences  in  prison,  apparently 
having  served  an  all-too-short  period  of  incar- 
ceration for  his  Red  Flag  sympathies,  which  in 
other  countries  would  have  justly  brought  him 
to  the  scaffold.  He  is  probably  unaware  that 
the  same  idea  has  already  been  worked  on  by 
Silvio  Pellico  in  I  Mei  Prigioni.  Hence,  we 
can  see  no  call  for  another  book  of  prison 
whinings  of  the  sort  popularised  by  ignorant 
Socialist  demagogues.  We  scent  in  these  pages 
the  crude  and  crimson  economics  of  Karl  Marx 
and  his  demented  followers,  so  crushingly  re- 
futed by  Dr.  Maxse-Wauff  in  the  last  issue 
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of  the  Diario.  Tant  pis  pour  messieurs  les 
assassins,  as  Mme.  Lafelle  said  on  a  celebrated 
occasion,  and  the  Abbe  de  Trouville's  aujour 
d'hui  de  bonne  heure  was  never  better  illus- 
trated. Our  young  author  forgets  that  the 
ideology  of  national  convolutory  introspection 
cannot  be  correlated  to  the  teleological  theory  of 
ethic  psychology,  of  which  indeed  it  is  but  the 
pale  and  purposeless  reflection,  in  contradis- 
tinction to  the  cantet  viator  of  the  Anarchist 
school. — P.  McB. 

FIRST  READER — What  the  H—  -  does  it  all 
mean? 

SECOND  READER — Search  me.  I  think  it 
must  be  Irish  in  Simplified  Spelling. 


[VIII.] 

Loquitur 


pi  $6  r-urn  • 

bolA-6 

tltA-6, 

pile  nuMt  no  pie  -DOHA 
tli  tvACAi*  uAim  5An 


-purn  '• 

re  5Ae*^5, 

tiotn? 


1nf  An 

Coif  A'r  ceA^c  if  IAD  AttiAin 

CAinc  A'r  ciAlt  An  6tiAt)Ain— 

tTlAf  ACA 

pi  -po  pum  ! 


'• 
Se  An  |\u-o  ir  tne-AfA  Horn 

thoUM-o,  c^C,  HA 
-OU1L  A5  emne  cun  mo  cAinue 
Sm  mAp-A  T>om  ! 

pi  po  r-urn  '• 
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